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A  MAN'S  YEAR  AT  CREIGHTON 


Interview  With  Arthur  A.  Schabixger 


Instruction,    competent    and    thorough,    in    swimming,    boxing, 
wrestling,  and  general  calisthenics ;  pool  and  billiard  tourna- 
ments, indoor  baseball  meets,  Junior  Championship  Swim- 
ming Meet  (A.  A.  U.);  inter-class  track  and  field  meets.-* 
Gymnasium  Program  for  1922-1923. 

E-said  it  all  in  practically  a  minute,  and  was  off-hand 
j-\  and  matter-of-fact  in  the  saying.    There  seemed  not 

the  slightest  consciousness,  even,  in  Mr.  Schabinger's 
mind  that  he  was  announcing  anything  spectacular 
or  important.  The  gist  of  his  proclamation  could  be 
taken  as :  "minor  sports  as  well  as  major  for  Univer- 
sity men;  sports  for  the  uninitiated  as  well  as  for  the 
athlete;  hours  arranged  to  please  the  majority." 
Nothing,  evidently,  will  be  left  undone  to  give  the  University  stu- 
dents that  for  which  they  themselves  express  the  desire. 

It  is  a  rather  inclusive  program,  this — a  lump  sum  the  dis 
tribution  of  which  covers  fairly  well  the  physical  indebtedness 
of  the  year.    On  my  request,  Mr.  Schabinger  distributed  the  en- 
tire quite  fairly  over  the  three  seasons — always  insisting  on  the 
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fact  that  these  plans  would  come  to  pass  if  the  men  wished  all 
that  the  plans  provided. 

Swimming'  classes  will  possibly  be  the  first  to  get  under  way. 
These  are  planned  for  two  evenings  in  the  week,  and  will  ordi- 
narily be  continuous  from  7 :30  to  9 :30.  Boxing  classes  and 
wrestling  sessions  are  scheduled  for  Tuesdays  and  Thursdays, 
from  five  o'clock  to  six.  The  classes  in  calisthenics  are  to  be  giv- 
en on  application,  at  times  convenient  to  those  signing  for  them. 

It  is  hoped  that,  in  the  interval  between  the  end  of  the  foot 
ball  season  and  the  beginning  of  the  holidays,  the  weather  will  be 
pleasant  enough  for  indoor,  either  inter-departmental  or  inter- 
class.    If  weather  is  not  propitious,  the  games  will  very  likely 
be  provided  for  in  the  gymnasium  itself. 

Basketball  is  the  main  provision  for  the  wintry  months,  from 
January  1  to  March  or  evert  April.  Then,  in  March,  several 
activities  come  into  full  swing.  Three  tournaments  will  have 
their  successive  innings  between  March  and  the  end  of  the  school 
year.  The  pool  tournament  and  the  bowling  tournament  will 
very  likely  run  simultaneously,  starting  in  March,  and  the  billiard 
tournament  will  dove-tail  into  both  pool  and  billiards. 

Then,  when  winter  has  its  final  break  and  gentler  winds 
sweep  Creighton  Field,  a  series  of  inter-class  and  inter-depart- 
mental track  events  are  to  be  run.  And  all  the  while,  the  track 
varsity  will  be  training  for  extra  meets  for  1923. 

All  arrangements  are  fairly  definite,  except  for  baseball 
activities.  It  is  about  conceded  that  baseball  as  a  varsity  sport 
will  have  to  wait  for  its  innings,  until  more  competition'  for  a 
varsity  team  can  be  provided  and  expenses  can  be  fairly  met.  As 
for  inter-class  or  inter-departmental  and  inter-fraternity  base- 
ball on  the  campus,  the  outlook  is  distinctly  brighter.  But  this 
all  depends. 
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Mr.  Schabinger  has  a  wide  field  of  activities  to  overlook  in 
his  position  as  Athletic  Director  at  Creighton.  That  he  is  tack- 
ling his  task  with  the  desires  of  every  student  of  the  University 
in  mind,  is  clearly  seen  from  the  foregoing  resume.  Intramural 
activities,  for  the  first  time  at  Creighton,  will  have  an  official 
recognition  if  they  desire  that  recognition.  The  tendency  of  the 
new  arrangement  is  laudable — to  enable  students  to  get  over  the 
dead  months  of  the  vear  without  the  usual  ennui. 
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TREASON  AMONG  TRAITORS 


HE  setting  sun  cast  its  last  rays  upon  the  opposite 
bank  of  the  river.  The  rainbow  colored  clouds  com- 
bined with  the  green  trees  to  form  a  fitting  back- 
ground for  the  picture,  but  the  great  bridge  which 
spanned  the  stream  seemed  out  of  place  in  this  set- 
ting. Upon  the  great  river  there  was  a  hush  which 
even  the  noise  of  the  little  city  did  not  penetrate. 

Suddenly  the  silence  was  broken  by  a  series  of 
sharp  reports,  sounding  for  all  the  world  like  a  machine  gun. 
A  high  powered  speed  boat  flashed  into  view  and  skimmed  over 
the  surface  of  the  river  toward  Towhead  Island. 

In  the  shadow  of  the  large  warehouse  stood  two  men. 
"Well,  there  she  is  and  we  couldn't  want  anything  better. 
She  '11  go  like  a  bat  out  of  hell  f ' ' 

The  speaker  was  a  seedy  looking  individual  who  answered 
to  the  description,  implied  by  the  term,  "river  rat".  His  com- 
panion was  a  man  of  about  forty,  well  built,  and  possessing  the 
strength  and  agility  which  would  shame  many  a  well  trainer! 
athlete. 

"Well",  he  said  as  he  took  off  his  cap  and  ran  his  fingers 
through  his  crisp  black  hair,  "I  am  going  to  get  a  little  rest. 
Call  me  in  about  an  hour  and  a  half. ' ' 

He  climbed  the  dozen  stairs  which  led  to  what  had  originally 
served  as  an  office  wiien  the  building  was  used  as  a  mill,  but 
which  was  now  fitted  up  as  temporary  "hobo  quarters". 

About  two  hours  later,  a  little  eight  cylinder  motor  boat 
crept  out  of  the  harbor  at  Biverport  and  started  up  the  river. 
The  "Ugly  Duckling",  for  that*was  the  name  painted  upon  her 
side  in  red  letters,  was  manned  by  our  two  friends.  Thirty  miles 
above  Riverport  was  the  larger  city  of  Vanderburg,  across  the 
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river  from  Stonebank  and  Deerport.  The  seedy  one,  whom  the 
other  addressed  as  Sam,  seemed  to  know  exactly  where  he  in- 
tended to  go  and  he  drove  the  boat  into  a  little  cove  at  the  foot  of 
a  large  bluff,  just  above  the  city. 

"See,  there's  the  house,  wTith  the  lights  in  the  lower  win- 
dows. ' ' 

Even  as  lie  spoke,  the  lights  went  out  and  a  dark  outline  was 
all  that  could  be  seen. 

"That's  funny.  Perhaps  the  family  is  going  out,  but  we 
had  better  wait  a  while  so  as  to  be  on  the  safe  side. ' ' 

Having  assured  themselves  that  there  was  no  danger  of 
detection,  the  two  started  to  climb  the  steep  slope. 

' '  Gee !  but  ain  't  it  a  wonderful  place  to  live  in.  These  mil- 
lionaires gives  me  a  pain.  They  live  in  palaces  while  us  common, 
hard-working  people  have  to  sleep  in  a  shack  or  under  a  shed." 

"Come  on.  There  is  no  time  to  waste  in  architectural  criti- 
cism or  discussion  of  economic  wrongs.  We  have  dangerous 
work  ahead. ' ' 

"Say,  Mr.  Desjardin,  I  think,  sometimes,  that  you  are  one  of 
those  highbrows  yourself. ' ' 

After  walking  all  the  way  around  the  house  and  peering  in- 
to the  windows,  the  man  known  as  Desjardin  inserted  a  skeleton 
key  into  the  front  door  and  swung  it  open. 

"Come  on  with  that  flashlight  and  be  quick  about  it." 

There  was  a  silence,  broken  only  by  the  sound  of  footsteps 
and  the  opening  and  shutting  of  doors. 

"Ah,  here  it  is  !  We  are  in  luck.  Here,  grab  hold  of  that  end ; 
we  mustn't  stay  here  all  night." 

They  left  the  house,  closing  the  front  door,  and  stole  quietly 
down  the  hill,  carrying  between  them  an  object  which  looked  like 
a  small  trunk. 

"All  right !  Heave !  Now  take  that  wheel  and  see  what  this 
boat  will  do.    The  faster  it  goes,  the  better  for  us. ' ' 
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As  they  neared  Kiverport  they  saw  what  looked  like  count- 
less fireflies  flitting  about.  Here  and  there  a  searchlight  flashed 
over  the  waters,  and  the  strong  beams  from  the  light  of  the 
steamboat  Capitol,  tied  up  at  the  wharf,  played  about  upon  the 
surface  of  the  river. 

"They  are  after  us.  There  must  be  a  thousand  of  them. 
Steer  over  to  the  Illinois  side  and  shut  off  the  engine. ' ' 

Within  twenty  feet  of  the  shore,  the  little  craft  drifted  slow 
ly  down  stream. 

"Get  out  the  oar  and  guide  it,  we  don't  want  to  run  into  the 
bank." 

Suddenly  the  boat  stopped. 

' '  My  God !  We  're  stuck  on  a  sandbar.  See  if  you  can't  push 
loose.    Those  boats  are  coming  this  way. ' ' 

Even  as  he  spoke  the  glare  of  the  searchlight  played  upon 
their  faces. 

"  It 's  no  use ;  quick !    we  '11  have  to  leave  the  boat. ' ' 

"Wait  a  minute.    Here,  help  me  with  the  trunk." 

The  two  men  lifted  the  chest  from  the  boat  and  started  to 
wade  inshore,  carrying  it  between  them.  Suddenly  Desjardin 
gave  a  loud  cry  and  they  both  disappeared  below  the  surface.  In 
a  few  moments  Sam  came  up,  gasping  for  breath, 

"That  must  a  forty  foot  hole.  I  ought  to  have  known  that 
we  would  be  likely  to  find  something  like  that  here.  I  don't  know 
how  we  can  get  the  trunk  now.  It's  more  than  we  can  do  to 
bring  it  up.    Oh  boss !    Where  are  you  f ' ' 

But  Desjardin  was  nowhere!  about.  The  surface  was  un- 
broken except  for  a  few  ripples. 

"My  God!  He's  caught  in  that  undertow,  and  with  those 
heavy  boots.    Boss !    Oh  boss ! ' ' 

Sam  scrambled  back  on  the  bar,  and  poising  himself,  dived 
into  the  hole.  When  he  came  up,  the  strong  searchlight  rays 
shone  in  his  face.     Panic  stricken,  he  dived  into  the  water  and 
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swam  the  short  distance  to  the  shore.  Running-  like  a  man  who 
had  lost  his  senses,  he  crashed  into  trees  but  did  not  stop.  His 
only  thought  was  to  get  away  from  that  awful  x^lace. 

' 'Sam,  Oh  Sam,"  a  deep  bass  voice  cried.  Sam  recognized 
the  voice  but  did  not  move  in  the  direction  from  which  it  came. 

"Come  here  you  idiotic  fool!    What  are  you  afraid  of?" 

"Is  that  you  boss?  I  thought  you  were  drowned.  They  arc 
after  us.    Hurry ! ' ' 

"You  are  a  fine  one.  That  is  no  searching  party.  That  is  a 
celebration.  See  those  fireworks.  I  thought  I  paid  you  to  keep 
posted  on  everything  around  here. ' ' 

"Well,  I'll  be !     I  forgot  all  about  it.     That  is  the 

big  water  carnival.  I  was  so  rattled  and  sure  that  someone  was 
after  us  that  I  forgot  all  about  it. ' ' 

"  It 's  a  fine  mess  you 've  got  me  into.  Sapristi !  That  un- 
dertow is  terrible.  I VI  rather  swim  the  channel  than  risk  it  down 
there  again  with  these  heavy  boots  on.  What '11  we  do  with  the 
boat?" 

1 '  Oh,  there 's  a  heavy  wind  coming  up.  In  a  couple  of  hours 
the  waves  will  float  it  loose  and  it'll  drift  down  stream.  It's 
rather  light,  now  that  it's  empty." 

The  fireworks  on  the  other  side  had  ceased  and  most  of  the 
boats  were  going  back  to  their  docks. 

' '  Let 's  wait  here ' ',  said  Sam.  i '  It  '11  be  raining  soon,  if  I  'm 
not  mistaken,  and  we  won't  be  noticed  so  much  in  these  wet 
clothes. ' ' 

Near  midnight,  the  two  figures  trudged  down  the  levee  and 
across  the  bridge,  in  a  drizzling  rain. 

"Say  boss,  what  was  in  that  chest  anyway?" 

"Oh,  it  was  only  a  keepsake.  The  intrinsic  value  is  small 
but  it  is  valuable  because  of  its  associations.  Now  listen,  Sam — 
we  have  to  find;  that  chest.     It's  waterproof  and  it  won't  be 
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damaged.     No  one  saw  us  and  there  is  no  danger,  so  meet  me 
at  ten  tomorrow  morning'  at  Benedict's  boat  house.'' 

"All  right,  Mr.  Desjardin,  I'll  be  there.  Good  night." 
The  next  morning  Sam  bought  a  paper.  It  contained  a  re- 
port of  the  robbery,  and  also  an  offer  of  a  reward  of  one  thou- 
sand dollars  for  the  return  of  the  chest.  No  solution  of  the  mys- 
terious disappearance  had  been  reached,  and  there  were  no  plaus- 
ible clues.  Sam  also  read  that  Mr.  Yelnah's  speed  boat,  the  "Ugly 
Duckling",  had  been  picked  up  down  the  river  by  a  fisherman. 
It  had  broken  loose  from  it's  moorings  during  the  high  wind  of 
the  night  before  and  had  drifted  downstream. 

The  next  morning  at  ten,  both  Desjardin  and  Sam  were  at 
the  appointed  place.  Desjardin  had  been  busy  all  morning.  He 
had  rented  a  cottage  on  Geneva  Island,  just  above  the  town.  It 
was  a  popular  summer  resort  and  he  had  told  the  agent  that  he 
wanted  a  rest.  He  would  spend  his  time  in  fishing  and  loafing. 
He  had  also  purchased  a  small  launch  and  was  waiting  at  the 
wheel  when  Sam  appeared. 

"Come  on,  let's  get  started.    Jump  in,  and  we'll  be  off." 
The  'put-put'  of  the  motor  was  the  only  sound  heard  for 
about  five  minutes,  then  Desjardin  suddenly  broke  the  silence. 
"You  know  this  river,  don't  you,  Sam?" 
"Yes  sir,  as  well  as  most  men  who  have  lived  around  here." 
'  *  Well,  that  is  what  I  am  paying  you  for.    I  told  you  that  if 
we  pulled  this  job  right,  you  would  get  a  hundred  dollars.    Now 
here's  a  proposition:  if  we  find  the  chest  you  will  get  two  hun- 
dred, but  if  we  don't  you  will  have  to  be  satisfied  with  the  fifty  L 
gave  you  as  a  starter." 

"All  right  boss,  that's  all  right  with  me.  Now,  about  find- 
ing the  chest,  the  current  is  pretty  strong  there,  as  you  know,  and 
the  chest  was  not  very  heavy.  I  think  the  current  carried  it 
quite  a  ways  downstream.  Perhaps  we'll  find  it  below  the 
bridge." 
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"I  have  made  arrangements  for  getting  the  material  to  drag 
the  bottom  along  the  shore. ' ' 

When  they  reached  their  cottage,  Desjardin  stopped  the 
boat  and  Sam  jumped  out  and  tied  it  to  the  dock.  While  Sam 
got  dinner  (they  had  brought  some  groceries  from  town),  Desjar- 
din explored  about  the  place.  He  noticed  the  newspaper  in  the 
pocket  of  Sam's  coat,  which  was  hanging  on  the  wall  and  open- 
ing it  read  of  the  robbery  and  also  of  Henry  Vanderveer's  offer 
of  a  thousand  dollars  for  the  return  of  the  chest  which  contained 
priceless  art  treasures.  He  replaced  the  paper  and  said  noth 
ing  about  it. 

That  afternoon  they  began  their  dragging  and  worked  until 
an  hour  before  sundown.  As  they  ate  supper,  Desjardin  re- 
marked : 

"Sam,  are  you  sure  that  the  chest  would  be  carried  that  far 
down  the  river  ? ' ' 

"Well,  I  think  it  would.  Maybe,  though,  it  was  carried  fur- 
ther out.  Yes,  I'm  pretty  sure  that  the  current  there  sweeps  out 
toward  the  middle.  I  guess  it 's  like  looking  for  a  needle  in  a  hay- 
stack, for  if  it  gets  into  the  main  channel  it's  just  as  good  as 
lost," 

The  next  morning,  when  they  went  to  continue  the  search, 
Desjardin  was  attired  in  a  bathing  suit. 

"I  am  a  great  lover  of  swimming",  he  explained,  "and  I 
guess  I  '11  indulge  to-day. ' ' 

He  swam  behind  the  boat,  keeping  up  with  long,  easy,  pow- 
erful strokes.  When  they  reached  the  scene  of  their  mishap  he 
crawled  upon  a  bar  and  lay  sunning  himself. 

"Start  dragging  at  the  bridge,  Sam.  I  shall  be  there  direct  - 
ly." 

After  lying  a  few  minutes  in  the  sun,  lie  walked  over  to  the 
hole  where  he  had  nearly  met  his  fate. 
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"It  looks  innocent  enough",  lie  mused,  "well  I  am  going  to 
try  it  again." 

He  dived  in  and  stayed  under  for  what  seemed  a  long  time 
and  came  up  gasping  for  breath.  Then  he  dived  again  and  again. 
After  a  little  rest  he  swam  down  to  the  boat. 

"I  guess  we  can  knock  off  work  for  the  rest  of  the  day,  Sam. 
Perhaps  it  is  a  wild  goose  chase." 

That  afternoon  Sam,  saying  he  wished  to  get  some  tobacco 
in  town,  took  the  rowboat  and  set  off  for  Riverport.  After  he 
had  gone,  Desjardin  started  the  launch  and  headed  in  the  same 
direction.  He  made  a  shopping  tour,  purchasing  nails,  a  hammer, 
a  saw,  some  one  inch  rope  and  two  large  pulleys  at  a  hardware 
store.  He  bought  a  large  packing  box  at  a  dry  goods  store  and 
at  a  convenient  lumber  yard  he  procured  several  two  by  fours. 
Having  loaded  the  launch  with  his  purchases  he  started,  not  di- 
rectly toward  the  island,  but  across  the  river. 

Sam's  purchase  of  tobacco  led  him  into  a  telephone  booth, 
where  he  made  a  long  distance  call,  a  very  rare  experience  in 
Sam's  life. 

The  next  morning,  old  man  Benedict  brought  seven  men 
across  the  river  in  his  large  launch.  Pour  of  them  were  common 
laborers  and  one  a  private  detective.  The  other  two  were  Henry 
Vanderveer  and  Sam. 

"Yes  sir,  I  lost  my  watch,  stooping  over,  and  I  dived  down 
to  get  it.  I  saw  what  looked  to  me  like  a  small  trunk,  almost  half 
covered  with  sand.  I  thought  I  would  wait  and  investigate  later 
as  the  current  would  hold  the  trunk  against  the  reef.  And  yester- 
day I  read  about  the  reward,  and  the  trunk  answered  to  the  de- 
scription given  by  the  paper. ' ' 

' '  Let 's  get  to  work  then.    Here  you  fellows. ' ' 

They  worked  till  noon  with  grappling  hooks,  and  several  of 
them  went  down  to  see  if  they  could  find  the  chest,  but  their  ef- 
forts were  of  no  avail. 
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That  afternoon,  after  eating  a  late  dinner  in  town,  Sam  re 
ceived  a  telegram.    It  was  the  first  time  in  his  life  that  he  had 
experienced  the  sensation  of  tearing  open  the  envelope  of  a  tele- 
gram addressed  to  himself,  and  his  hands  trembled  slightly.    He 
unfolded  the  yellow  slip  and  read : 

St.  Louis,  Mo. 
Mr.  Sam  Baker : 

Dishonor  among  thieves  and  treason  among  traitors  is 
always  repaid  in  kind. 

Desjardin. 
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AN  ELEVENTH  HOUR  DELIVERANCE 


F  the  many  aspirants  to  the  hand  of  Geraldine  Crest  on, 
ft  the  suave  and  handsome  Morrison  Westover  was,  in 

the  opinion  of  the  younger  set,  by  far  the  best  catch. 
Petite  Geraldine  had  her  own  ideas  on  the  subject, 
and  these  same  ideas  centered  about  one  main  char- 
acter, a  manly  young  fellow  by  the  name  of  Robert 
Stanton.  Mr.  Creston,  like  the  good  financier  that 
he  was,  favored  the  approaches  of  Westover  above 
all  others.  As  he  himself  said,  nothing  Was  too  good  for  Ger- 
aldine and  he  was  in  a  way,  responsible  if  she  did  not  get  the 
best.  To  all  appearances,  Mrs.  Creston  stood  on  neutral  ground, 
but  appearances  are  aften  misleading. 

On  the  morning  of  August  the  fifteenth,  the  day  upon  which 
the  Crestons  chose  to  make  their  annual  splash  in  the  social  pond, 
Westover,  reclining  in  a  Morris  chair  at  the  window  of  his  costly 
apartments,  determined  to  ask  Miss  Geraldine  the  all  important 
question  during  the  festivities.  This  was  not  the  first  time  by 
any  means  that  an  eligible  young  man  had  determined  to  take  the 
same  course  of  action.  Nay,  society  gossips  had  it,  that  many  a 
man  had  suffered  a  broken  or  at  least  cracked  heart  at  the  sudden 
termination  of  his  nightly  visits  to  the  Creston  domicile.  Whether 
or  not  these  rumors  were  correct  did  not  bother  Westover  as  he 
was  moodily  making  his  plans,  but  suddenly  something  loomed 
up  on  the  horizon  of  his  thoughts  that  bothered  him  greatly. 
What  if  Stanton  also  chose  this  opportune  time  to  make  his  plea. 
He  gazed  out  of  the  window,  broodingly  turning  over  in  his  mind 
various  schemes.  Suddenly,  with  a  smothered  oath,  he  rang  the 
bell  at  his  elbow.    Immediately  a  hesitating  valet  appeared. 

"What  will  it  be  sir?"  he  asked  with  a  respectful  bow. 
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"Order  a  taxicab  at  once  Simmons,  and  bring  my  hat  and 
cane. ' ' 

* '  But  you  have  had  no  breakfast  sir. ' ' 

' '  What  is  it  to  you  ?    Do  as  I  say  immediately. ' ' 

"Yes  sir,  I  will  sir,"  said  the  humble  Simmons  as  he  quietly 
withdrew. 

Half  an  hour  later,  Westover 's  cab  drew  up  before  a  ram 
shackle  two  story  building  situated  in  what  was  once  Chicago's 
"red  light  district."  The  ground  floor  contained  a  "dry"  saloon, 
and  into  this,  Westover  entered.  A  few  ragged  vagrants  seated 
about  a  card  table  looked  up  quickly.  Paying  no  attention  to 
them,  he  strode  to  the  bar  and  held  a  whispered  conversation  with 
the  proprietor.  With  a  backward  jerk  of  his  thumb,  the  man  in 
dicated  a  door  at  the  rear  of  the  shop  and  Westover  immediately 
stepped  through,  closing  it  behind  him.  At  a  table  in  the  center 
of  the  small  room,  sat  a  bewhiskered,  heavy  set  man,  bottle  in 
hand. 

"Well  whut'll  yer  have,"  he  leered  drunkenly. 

"I  Want  you  to  do  a  little  job  for  me,"  replied  Westover, 
and  then  told  him  of  his  desire  to  get  Stanton  out  of  the  way. 

' '  Want  me  tu  bump  'im  off  do  yer  ? " 

"No,  no,"  he  replied  hastily,  with  a  shudder,  "not  that ;  just 
get  him  out  of  the  way  for  a  day  or  two. ' ' 

"Nope,  nothin'  doin'.    I   .  .  .  .  " 

"But  look  here,"  interposed  Westover,  "There's  money  in 
it  for  you." 

"How  much  ?"  asked  the  crook  with  awakening  interest. 

"I'll  give  you  one  hundred  dollars  if  the  job  is  done  this 
afternoon." 

"Make  it  three  hundred  and  I'll  do  it," 

"Agreed,"  snapped  Westover  and  continued,  "now  be  sure 
and  get  him  before  eight  o'clock  tonight." 
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At  seven  o'clock  that  evening  as  Stanton  alighted  from  the 
tram,  a  large  car  drew  up  to  the  curb.  Somehow  he  had  a  feeling 
that  the  two  occupants  of  the  automobile  were  observing  him 
rather  closely.  With  a  fleeting  glance  in  their  direction,  he 
turned  and  started  for  the  Creston  home,  four  blocks  away.  Be 
fore  he  had  traversed  the  first  block,  the  motor  car  overtook 
him  and  one  of  the  occupants  stepped  off. 

"Hello  stranger,  can  you  direct  me  to  the  home  of  Mr.  Cres- 
ton?" 

"Why  yes,"  answered  Stanton,  turning  to  point,  "its  ...  . " 
He  got  no  further.  Westover  's  hireling  struck  him  with  a  black- 
jack. The  two  crooks  hastily  placed  the  unconscious  into  the 
tonneau  of  the  car,  and  drove  to  the  country.  After  an  hours  ride 
through  a  thickly  wooded  section,  the  car  turned  into  an  unused 
road  and  halted  out  of  sight  of  the  highway.  The  men  dumped 
Stanton  into  the  weeds  along  the  road,  and  started  back  towards 
the  city. 

Meanwhile  a  festive  crowd  was  gathering  at  Creston 's  and 
brilliant  Geraldine,  stunningly  clothed,  flitted  about,  chatting 
gayly. 

When  Westover  arrived,  Geraldine  was  dancing  with  one  of 
the  guests,  so  he  took  up  a  position  near  the  door  where  he  might 
catch  her  eye  as  she  passed.  In  a  moment  the  dancers  were  once 
more  near  him  and  he  motioned  to  her.  She  nodded  smilingly 
and  when  the  dance  was  over,  came  to  greet  him. 

"Good  evening  Jerry,"  he  said,  "may  I  have  the  next 
dance?  Oh  by  the  way,  Stanton  met  me  on  the  street  this  noon 
and  said  to  tell  you  that  he  could  not  possibly  come  to  the  party 
tonight, ' ' 

"Well,"  she  said  poutingly,  "at  least  he  might  have  taken 
the  time  to  call  me  up.    What  was  the  trouble?" 

"I  don't  know,  he  didn't  say." 

The  strains  of  the  orchestra  rose  above  the  babble  of  voices. 

"Oh  let's  dance."  she  cried,  "I  love  this  piece." 
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Westover  surpassed  himself  in  graciousness  towards  Ger 
aldine  all  evening,  so  it  was  no  surprise  to  the  observant  matrons, 
to  see  them  wander  out  onto  the  lawn. 

"Let's  sit  here  and  talk,"  he  said,  pausing  at  a  garden  seat 
just  large  enough  for  two. 

They  sat  in  silence  for  a  time. 

"I  thought  that  we  were  going  to  talk,"  she  ventured  sweet- 
ly.   "Why  don't  you  start  something?" 

"Why,  er,  I've  had  something  that  I  wanted  to  tell  you  for 
this  long  time.    I  don't  knowT  why  I  put  it  off  but,  a-a " 

"Yes,  yes,  go  on."     • 

"I,  er .     Oh  confound  it  all  Jerry,  I  love  you.     Will 

you !" 

"Oh  now  Morrie  don't  be  foolish  or  you'll  spoil  the  whole 
evening.  Of  course  I  can't  marry  you.  Goodness,"  she  added, 
' '  whoever  thought  of  such  a  thing. ' ' 

"Tell  me,"  he  said,  a  bit  ruffled  by  her  flippant  attitude, 
"what  it  is  that  stands  in  the  way.  Is  is  because  you  have  no 
care  for  me,  or  is  there  someone  ....  ? " 

"Oh  now  don't  start  that,"  she  interposed  quickly,  "let's  go 
back." 

And  for  once,  Morrison  Westover  was  nonplussed. 

The  morning  papers  carried  a  double  column  account  of  the 
disappearance  of  young  Stanton,  and  "Dame  Gossip"  of  the 
society  page,  even  went  so  far  as  to  say  that  Miss  Creston  suf- 
fered a  nervous  prostration  upon  hearing  the  news.  In  fact, 
"Dame  Gossip"  was  more  nearly  right  than  wrong,  and  while 
Mr.  Creston  raved  about  "fool  girls"  Mrs.  Creston  communi- 
cated with  a  detective  agency. 

Despite  all  the  efforts  of  the  police  and  detectives,  Stanton's 
disappearance  remained  a  mystery. 

As  time  wTore  on,  Stanton  became  only  a  memory  to  Geral- 
dine,  and  three  years  after  his  disappearance,  the  long  expected 
announcement  of  the  engagement  of  her  daughter  to  Mr.  West- 
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over  Was  made  by  Mrs.  Creston.  As  Geraldine  told  her  mother, 
there  was  not  much  choice  in  the  matter.  Her  father  steadily 
talked  of  it ;  Morrison  was  so  insistent,  and  ....  he  was  really 
quite  nice,  so  why  not  put  an  end  to  the  gossip. 

As  the  date  set  for  the  wedding  drew  near,  Geraldine  spent 
more  and  more  time  out  of  doors.  Why!  No  one  knew  exactly, 
but  she  jokingly  declared  that  it  was  in  order  to  get  plenty  of 
country  air  and  sunshine  before  being  cooped  up  for  life. 

At  any  rate,  her  long  rides  continued.  One  evening  on  her 
road  home,  she  stopped  by  the  wayside  to  pick  some  wild  flowers. 
Before  her  task  was  completed,  Westover  and  his  chauffeur  drove 
up. 

"Why  hello  Morrie,"  she  cried  gayly,  after  a  gasp  of  sur 
prise,  for  this  was  an  unfrequented  road. 

"Hullo  dear,"  he  answered,  alighting  from  the  car  and 
stumbling  her  way.  "Feelin'  uncomm'ly  awkward  fer  some 
reas  'n. ' ' 

Like  a  thunderbolt,  the  truth  flashed  upon  her.  Morrison, 
her  fiance,  was  drunk. 

"Morrison,  you've  been  drinking,"  she  cried. 

"Yes  ....  yes,  bu'  then  you  don'  care  do  you  dearie." 

"You  cad,  I  do  care.  Take  that,"  and  she  threw  the  en- 
gagement ring  in  his  face. 

"Yu,  yu."  he  choked  with  rage,  "I'll  kiss  yu  fer  that,  yu 
hussie. " 

With  a  scream  the  girl  ran  up  the  road  with  Westover  stead- 
ily gaining.  Suddenly  she!  tripped  on  a  hidden  root  and  fell 
headlong  in  the  dust.  At  the  same  time,  a  gaunt,  bewhiskerecl 
man  ran  from  a  clump  of  trees!  and  grappled  with  the  drink- 
crazed  Westover.  The  stranger  easily  bowled  him  over  but  at 
this  stage  he  had  another  to  reckon  with.  Westover 's  chauffeur 
quickly  closed  with  him  and  over  they  went.  The  two  men 
threshed  wildly  about,  first  one  on  top  and  then  the  other.  Fin- 
ally the  chauffeur  broke  away  and  knocked  the  stranger  uncon- 
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scious  with  a  well  directed  blow  to  the  base  of  the  skull.  He 
then  piled  his  master  into  the  car  and  drove  off.  Geraldine,  rising 
from  where  she  had  fallen,  stumbled  to  her  car  and  drove  hur- 
riedly for  town.  In  ten  minutes  she  was  pounding  feverishly  on 
a  physician's  door.  It  opened  quickly  and  she  staggered  into  the 
arms  of  the  doctor. 

' '  Why  girl, ' '  he  cried  in  alarm,  ' '  You  're  sick. ' ' 

" Don't  mind  me,  but  for  God's  sake  go ;  there's  a  man  dying 
on  the  old  Mill  road. ' ' 

She  toppled  over  in  a  faint  and  while  his  wife  revived  her, 
the  doctor  hastened  to  aid  the  injured  man. 

Early  next  morning,  the  doctor 's  phone  rang. 

' '  Hello,  Doctor  ?    This  is  Miss  Creston  speaking. ' ' 
$###-## 

"What  is  it?" 

****** 

1 '  Oh  I  feel  fine,  thank  you.    How  is  the  injured  man  f ' ' 

****** 

1 1  That 's  fine.    May  I  see  him  this  morning ! ' ' 

****** 

"I  can!  All  right.  Thank  you  Doctor.  I  will  drive  past 
your  house  and  pick  you  up. ' ' 

"That  fellow  has  had  a  very  peculiar  experience,"  re- 
marked the  doctor,  as  they  sped  towards  the  hospital,  "he  can't 
remember  anything  he  has  done  for  the  last  three  years.  The 
only  explanation  that  I  know  of,  is  that  he,  at  some  time  or  other, 
received  a  severe  blow  on  the  head  which  caused  him  to  lose  all 
memory  of  himself  and  his  past  life.  Then  the. jolt  that  those 
villians  gave  him  last  night,  jarred  him  back  to  consciousness.  I 
had  to  perform  a  slight  operation. ' ' 

"What  is  his  name?"  she  queried  as  they  entered  the  hos- 
pital. 

"I  don't  know,  but  he  said  that  he  used  to  live  here." 

Her  pulses  leaped. 
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"Could  it  possibly  be  Stanton V  she  thought. 

' i  Well,  here  is  his  room, ' '  said  the  doctor, '  i  Go  on  in.    I  must 
attend  to  another  patient. ' ' 

Trembling  with  suppressed  excitement,  she  slipped  through 
the  half  open  door.    The  patient  lay  with  his  face  to  the  wall. 

i  i  Good  morning, ' '  she  said  cheerily. 

The  man  turned  quickly. 

"  Jerry,' '  he  gasped. 

"Bob." 

With  a  sob  she  sank  to  her  knees  beside  the  bed  and  pressed 
his  bandaged  head  to  her  bosom. 

— Hugh  McEvoy. 
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BROAD  smile  enlarged  the  plump  round  face  of  Hon 
J\^  est  John  as  a  cash  customer  entered  his  tidy  meat 

market. 

"Good  morning,  Mrs.  Warner.    What  you  want 
to-day  is  a  nice  rib-roast,    Isn't  that  right?" 

Mrs.  Warner  was  what  might  be  called  an  ar 
ranged  schedule,  and  Honest  John  knew  his  custom- 
ers mighty  well.    So  a  rib  roast  was  cut  and  weighed 
to  an  even  amount,  and  another  sale  enlarged  his  till. 

John  Quint  was  every  bit  a  born  optimist  and  all  of  Worces- 
ter was  well  acquainted  with  his  humor  and  fresh  meat  which  was 
really  something  to  boast  of  for  a  town  of  two  hundred. 

The  village  fathers  had  gathered  together  over  in  the  town 
hall  to  make  plans  for  the  annual  barbecue,  a  fete  in  which  the 
whole  countryside  gathered  and  rollicked  and  played  and  ate  till 
the  early  hours  of  morn.  Honest  John,  of  course,  was  awarded 
the  meat  order,  something  like  one  hundred  and  fifty  dollars, 
which  was  a  very  reasonable  sum  for  a  whole  beef.  John  knew 
this  very  well,  but  he  had  always  had  a  whale  of  a  time  at  every 
barbecue  that  was  staged  in  Worcester,  and  didn't  mind  a  close 
margin  on  his  sale.  It  was  side-splitting  to  see  John  get  out  be- 
fore the  whole  crowd  and  stage  a  dance-and-jig  stunt  while  the 
weazened  fiddler  played  Yankee  Doodle ;  the  kids  said  he  looked 
like  an  animated  Humpty-Dumpty  with  springs  on  his  feet. 

The  next  day  John  was  officially  informed  that  he  was  to 
supply  the  beef  and  that  the  usual  date  had  been  changed  to  a 
week  earlier  in  order  to  make  it  a  political  event,  as  William 
Verbosity,  the  candidate  for  governor,  was  slated  to  speak  in 
Worcester  on  Wednesday  the  seventeenth. 
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"By  gum,  that  sure  upsets  me,  having  this  political  spouter 
come  around  here, ' '  thought  John  to  himself.  ' '  I  Ve  a  half  notion 
to  tell  the  committee  to  go  plum  to  heck. ' ' 

But  he  didn't.  He  sat  down  and  indulged  in  headachy 
thought,  but  still  he  could  not  solve  the  problem.  Horizon  blue 
slowly  oozed  into  every  pore  of  John's  skin.  What  in  samhill 
was  the  matter  with  his  helpers  ?  Every  helper  he  had  of  late 
quit  right  at  killing  time,  and  now  his  meat  supply  was  low,  and 
hardly  sufficient  to  furnish  the  barbecue. 

Like  a  caged  lion,  he  paced  the  floor, — cussing!  No,  just 
softly  swearing  to  appease  his  meek  anger.  A  poor  hungry 
mouse  suffered  terror  as  a  long  blade  of  steel  suddenly  vibrated 
behind  it 's  tail. 

"Mornin'  sir."  A  long,  lean  nigger  of  the  transient  genus 
eased  through  the  door.  "I'se  a  hungry  niggah,  mistah  butchah. 
Mos'  an 'thing  I'll  do  foh  a  snack  to  eats,  ef  you  all  got  some 
wohk?" 

This  darkey's  hunger  penetrated  John's  steely  eyes  and 
went  straight  down  to  his  heart.  And  that  part  of  his  body  was 
soft  and  sympathetic  just  as  that  of  other  fat  men.  Lordy,  it 
must  be  tough  to  be  real  hungry,  thought  John.  This  poor  nig- 
ger looks  hollow  and  about  to  cave  in. 

So  John  led  his  charge  into  the  back  room  and  produced  a 
ring  of  bologna  for  the  darky's  watering  lips. 

"Mistah  butchah,  ma  name  am  Josh,  which  is  what  they  all 
calls  me.  I'se  a  wohkin  man  but  wohk  am  not  plentiful,  so  Ah 
jis  naturally  floats  till  times  git  bettah",  uttered  the  African  be- 
tween bites. 

"But  how  is  it  you  landed  in  this  town  so  far  out  of  the 
way?"  quizzed  the  benefactor. 

"Mistah,  Ahm  mos'  lik'  the  gen 'man  which  the  cullud  portah 
brushed  off  the  sleepah.  Las'  ah  remembah,  ah  was  cul'led  up  a 
sleepin'  in  a  cornah  of  the  car  an'  nex'  thing,  ah  remembah,  ah 
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was  munchin'  cindahs  by  the  track.  Yes  sir,  some  mi  done 
fro  wed  me  out  a  that  car,  but  Pse  a  peaceful  niggah  an'  don' 
want  trouble  with  no  one,  ah  shure  gave  the  conductah  on  the 
tail  en'  of  that  train  a  dusty  look;  yes  sir/'  mused  the  son  of  sin. 

John  scratched  his  head.  He  always  did  that  when  an  idea 
was  hatched. 

"By  the  way,  Josh,  as  they  call  you,  what  do  you  know  about 
the  butcher  business! " 

"Am  not  a  butchah,  nor  a  butchah  man's  son,  but  Ah  use  to 
did  wohk  in  a  pakin'  house.  Ah  stuck  hogs  fuh  a  livin',"  an- 
swered Josh. 

"Then  you  know  something  about  killing  live  stock.  How 
about  beef  V 

i '  This  heah  niggah  can  do  mos '  anything,  mistah  butchah, ' ' 
boasted  Josh. 

"Alright  Josh,  you're  the  man  I  want.  I've  got  a  job  for 
you  that  you  can  have  as  long  as  you  will  work,"  stated  John. 
"I  have  a  slaughter  house  over  in  Eazorback  Gulch  and  I  want 
you  to  be  my  helper. ' ' 

"Ah '11  shure  try  to  fill  th'  bill,  boss." 

John  led  the  way  to  his  '  'Lizzie ' '  and  the  two  rattled  out  to 
the  scene  of  slaughter. 

' '  Now  Josh,  the  first  thing  to  do  is  to  kill  a  cow.  I  want  you 
to  hold  the  critter  by  the  horns  while  I  strike  the  blow, ' '  explained 
John. 

' '  Dats  simple, ' '  answered  Josh. 

With  ax  in  hand,  John  leed  the  fatted  beef  into  the  ring, 
and  Josh  grasped  the  horns.  John  took  his  position  and  steadied 
himself  for  the  fatal  blow.  Josh  looked  up  into  the  killer's  eyes 
and,  overcome  with  sudden  terror  at  what  he  saw,  tore  out  across 
the  pen  to  the  open  road,  a  hollering  "Don'  hit  me,  boss,  don' 
hit  me. ' ' 
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John  cussed  again — this  time,  in  five  different  languages — 
and  a  live  head  of  beef,  almost  terrorized  by  the  spasm,  began 
lumbering  quickly  off.  John,  in  desperation,  caught  it,  and  in  a 
hurry,  hardly  caring  how  he  killed,  slew  it  with  a  single  blow. 
Then  he  sat  down  on  the  carcass  in  sheer  bewilderment. 

•'What  in  blazes  scared  that  coon  so"  he  asked  himself. 
The  problem  haunted  him  all  that  night,  and  the  solution  came 
only  in  the  morning. 

While  John  shaved  by  the  morning  light,  he  took  a  prelimi- 
nary glance  at  himself  in  the  mirror  preparatory  to  cutting  the 
first  swath  of  stubble.  And  as  he  glanced  in  the  mirror,  he  was 
reminded  of  the  fact  that  he  was  cross-eyed — undeniably  cross- 
eyed. 
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The  announcement  in  the  papers  of 
MISSOURI  VALLEY  Sunday,  October  1,  that  Creighton 
GAMES  would  meet  four  Missouri  Valley  Con- 

ference teams  on  the  basketball  floor, 
this  winter,  brings  its  connotation  of  "things  as  they  should  be." 
This  is  what  Creighton  has  really  been  Waiting  for.  It  has  been 
a  pleasure  to  welcome  such  teams  as  Colgate  and  Iowa  have  sent 
to  Omaha.  But  both  Colgate  and  Iowa  represent  conferences 
which,  though  not  in  any  way  beyond  Creighton 's  basketball 
strength,  are  not  her  future  field  of  athletic  endeavor.  It  is  to  the 
games  with  Kansas  and  Nebraska  that  we  look  with  greatest  in- 
terest. For  Kansas  and  Nebraska  represent  the  Missouri  Valley 
Conference, — which  conference  is  Creighton 's  natural  field. 


An  old  song  with  some  new  words  appended 
"ON  OLD  was  Creighton 's  best  greeting  to  her  foes  in 

CREIGHTON"  the  opening  games  of  the  current  football  sea- 
son. The  song  is  famous  in  university  song- 
dom,  but  when  the  effort  was  made  to  introduce  it  to  its  own  Alma 
Mater,  the  student  composer  had  a  difficult  time.  It  was  only  at 
a  university  hop  that  the  song  first  came  into  its  proper  recogni- 
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tion.  Since  then  it  has  thrilled  thousands  of  that  first  institu- 
tion 's  sons  and  daughters. 

Is  it  possible  that  Creighton  has  its  own  varsity  song,  wait- 
ing for  some  student  hop  to  bring  it  forth!  In  all  that  pile  of 
glees  and  quartette  numbers  which  Creighton  musical  clubs  have 
called  upon,  is  there  no  print  or  manuscript  heralding  the  fame 
of  her  sons!  What  of  the  song  introduced  by  the  Glee  Club  in 
last  year's  concert!  Is  that  song  waiting  for  some  dance  or  bar- 
becue to  revive  it ! 

This,  then,  might  be  the  enterprise  of  managers  of  the  year's 
social  functions — to  bring  forth  the  new  Creighton  song  which 
would  have  its  appeal  to  the  heart  and  voice  of  every  Creighton- 
ian,  which  later,  with  no  echo  of  another  institutions  strain, 
would  cheer  lagging  feet  through  foedom's  line. 


Let  there  be  more  nights  such  as  that  of  Sep- 
THEY  WERE  tember  29th.  The  gymnasium  wall  rang  loud 
THERE  and  well  with  echoes  of  old  student  and  new.  It 

is  right  to  talk  of  spirit  and  pep  to  present  un- 
dergraduates, but  our  University  functions  need  the  voice  of 
these  old  fellows.  And  they  were  there !  It  was  September  29. 
Put  it  down  in  your  record,  and  pray  for  another  night  like  it. 
Creighton  has  had  them  none  too  frequently.  Let  us  hope  that 
the  new  order  has  more  happy  reunions  such  as  this  to  spring  on 
the  Freshmen  of  '23, — and  of  '81,  as  well.  They  are  kin — these 
extremes  in  Creighton  men — and  they  were  both  there ! 


Debating  is  coming  into  greater  recognition  in 
DEBATING     university  halls  as  a  maker  of  men.     Even  the 

high  schools  are  recognizing  its  value,  and  if  edu- 
cators are  to  be  believed,  the  touch  given  to  the  average  student, 
by  training  such  as  that  received  in  debate,  is  turning  out  a  new 
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type  of  student.  No  longer  does  the  man  seek  out  his  college  or 
university  merely  for  its  athletic  prowess.  He  is  just  as  liable 
to  seek  it  for  its  devotion  to  the  things  of  the  mind,  displayed 
chiefly  in  its  encouragement  of  debating  activities. 

It  is  to  be  wondered  if  some  university  authorities  are  not 
yet  a  little  laggard  in  seeing  that,  while  they  are  looking  for  their 
greatest  advertising  in  a  strong  varsity,  the  public  is  looking  for 
advertising  of  a  different  nature.  This  public  has  long  ago  real- 
ized that  even  the  best  class  room  instruction  is  no  developer  oi" 
the  qualities  of  leadership.  It  can  furnish  the  groundwork,  not 
the  initiative  to  use  what  is  gleaned. 
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"The  hustler  sometimes  comes  to  grief,  but  that  is  better 
than  waiting  for  it  to  overtake  you. ' ' 


At  Cornell  University,  student  leaders  became  aroused  by 
the  excesses  of  a  certain  element.  A  student  committee  prepared 
a  program  which  was  unanimously  indorsed  by  61  fraternities. 
This  program  reaffirmed  the  fraternity  rules  against  liquor  in 
the  frat  houses,  discouraged  the  use  of  liquor  by  frat  guests  and 
alumni,  and  pledged  their  influence  for  better  prohibition  en 
forcement  in  Ithaca. 


32,420  students  are  reported  by  Columbia  University  for  last 
year,  while  the  University  of  California  lists  42,300,  and  the  Uni- 
versity of  Wisconsin  enrolls  20,000.  The  majority  of  these  are 
non-resident  and  extension  students. 


The  study  of  nicknames  is  always  interesting,  no  less  in  the 
case  of  colleges  than  with  boys.  A  review  of  the  names  adopted 
by  the  student  of  various  colleges  reveals  neither  rhyme  nor 
reason. 

It  is  not  hard  to  understand  why  Michigan  U.  students  are 
called  Wolverines;  those  of  Wisconsin  U.,  Badgers;  of  Minne- 
sota, Gophers;  of  California,  Bears;  and  of  Oregon,  Beavers. 
These  names  are  taken  from  the  animals  popularly  supposed  to 
represent  those  states. 

But  why  should  the  students  of  Columbia  University  be 
called  Lions;  those  of  Yale,  Bulldogs;  of  Princeton,  Tigers: 
Hastings  College,  Broncos ;  Yankton  College,  Greyhounds ;  Willa- 
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mette  IL,  Bearcats;  Grinnel  College,  Pioneers;  Oklahoma  U., 
Sooners;  Iowa  State  College,  Cyclones;  Hamline  U.,  Pipers; 
WorTord  College,  Terriers ;  Vanderbilt  U.,  Commodores ;  South- 
ern California,  Trojans ;  or  Florida,  Alligators  ? 

The  list  is  not  confined  to  animals.  Thus  the  University  of 
South  Carolina  students  bear  the  appellation  of  Gamecocks; 
Nebraska  XL,  Cornhuskers;  Randolph-Macon,  Yellow  Jackets: 
the  University  of  Richmond,  Spiders;  Ohio  State  U.,  Buckeyes: 
Iowa  U.,  Hawkeyes;  Indiana  U.,  Hoosiers;  Kansas,  Jayhawks. 

There  is  much  duplication.  A  hasty  scrutiny  reveals  the 
athletes  of  seven  colleges  calling  themselves  Bulldogs,  five  going 
under  the  title  of  Tigers,  and  two'  accepting  the  cognomen  of 
Covotes. 

How  would  you  like  to  be  called  Pikers,  as  are  the  students 
of  Washington  U. ;  of  Tar  Heels  like  those  of  the  U.  of  North 
Carolina,  or  Flickertails  like  the  members  of  the  U.  of  North 
Dakota  f 


A  state-wide  drive  to  have  Pennsylvania  State  College  for- 
mally accepted  as  the  State  University  of  Pennsylvania  and  ex- 
panded accordingly  has  been  launched  by  the  new  president,  Dr. 
John  M.  Thomas.  Contrary  to  general  opinion,  the  University 
of  Pennsylvania  has  always  been  a  private  institution,  and  the 
state  of  Pennsylvania  has  no  state  university.  Pennsylvania 
State  College  turned  away  1,000  students  this  year  for  lack  of 
accommodations. 


Figures  presented  by  the  U.  S.  Bureau  of  Education  to  the 
Assn.  of  American  Colleges  show  that  Oregon,  Utah,  and  Iowa 
have  the  largest  number  of  students  in  proportion  to  population. 
Attendance  at  universities,  colleges  and  professional  schools  last 
year  totaled  450,000,  a  gain  of  36  per  cent  over  1917-1918.  For- 
eign students  numbered  6,900,  of  which  China  had  1,443,  Canada 
1,294,  Japan  525,  South  America  563,  Russia  290,  and  India  235. 
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Fifty  per  cent  more  money  was  spent  by  the  people  of  the 
United  States  for  perfumes,  face  powder  and  cosmetics  in  1920, 
than  the  total  endowment  of  all  the  private  colleges  and  univer- 
sities in  the  country,  according  to  Treasury  Department  statis- 
tics.   Do  the  universities  come  in  on  this,  too  1 


Stenographers  in  the  service  of  the  United  States  Govern- 
ment lose  $6,000,000  worth  of  the  government's  time  each  year 
rouging  their  cheeks  and  lips,  according  to  efficiency  experts  of 
the  Treasury  Department.  This  is  figured  on  a  basis  of  40,000 
girls  on  the  government  payroll  as  stenographers  and  typists  re 
ceiving  $1,200  a  year  and  upward.  Wonder  if  the  same  could  be 
said  about  co-eds? 


Boston  University  is  going  to  turn  out  head  waiters  and 
' '  bell  hops ' '  in  a  six  weeks '  course  by  the  vocational  department 
of  the  college  of  Business. 
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Two  of  the  WRITE  kind 


Match  your   Eversharp 
with  a  Wahl  Pen— the 
only   pen   with    the   fa- 
mous   all-metal    barrel 
that    holds    more    ink. 
Both  come  in  the  same 
designs;    same   marvel- 
ous    ease    in     writing; 
same  exceptional  value 
for  your  money.  Choose 
from  many  styles. 

EVERSHARP   it 

W  RITE-HAND    COMPANIONS 

WAHL  PEN 


ON  SALE  AT  CREIGHTON  BOOK  STORE 
AND  OMAHA  STATIONERY  CO. 


"Save  Today  to  Have  Tomorrow" 

The  United  States  National  Bank 

Northwest  Corner  Farnara  and  Sixteenth 


C>RONA  is  the  type- 
writer you  can  fold  up; 
take  with  you,  typewrite 
anywhere. 

It's  the  simplest,  sturdiest; 
handiest  writing  machine  in 
the  world.  Corona  weighs 
6^  lbs.,  yet  does  the  work 
of  a  big  machine.  Phone 
now  for  a  demonstration. 

Central  Typewriter  Exchange 
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THE  CREIGHTON  UNIVERSITY 

O  M  A  HA 


College  of  Arts  and  Sciences 

Founded  in  1887.  Thorough  courses  leading  to  A.  B.  and  B.  S. 
degrees.    Special  advantages  in  Pedagogy.    Tuition  Free. 

College  of  Medicine 

Pounded  in  1892.  Large  staff  of  professors  trained  at  home 
and  abroad.  Building  and  equipment  valued  at  quarter  mil- 
lion dollars.  Clinic  unequalled  in  this  vicinity.  Twenty  in- 
terneships  open  to  graduates. 

College  of  Law 

Founded  in  1904.  Three  Year  Day  Course  leading  to  LL.  B. 
degree.  Four  Year  Night  Course.  Diploma  admits  to  practice. 
Library  of  16,000  volumes.    Exceptional  court  facilities. 

College  of  Pharmacy 

Founded  in  1904.  Elegantly  housed  in  specially  designed 
and  equipped  building.  Unusual  opportunity  for  practical 
experience. 

College  of  Dentistry 

Founded  in  1905.  High  standards.  Personal  attention  given 
to  each  student.  Opportunities  for  infirmary  practice  excep- 
tional.   Thoroughness  and  efficiency  aimed  at. 

Summer  Session 

Includes  instruction  in  course  required  for  State  Teachers' 
certificate  and  in  undergraduate  and  professional  subjects 
for  degrees. 

College  of  Commerce,  Accounts  and  Finance 

Offers  an  exceptionally  strong  course  in  the  principles  and 
methods  of  modern  business.  Each  subject  taught  by  an  ex- 
pert. Course  leads  to  the  degree  of  Bachelor  of  Commercial 
Science. 

Astronomical  Observatory 

Opened  1885.  Complete  equipment  for  astronomical  instruc- 
tion and  research. 

High  School 

Founded  in  1878.  Splendid  building  and  equipment.  Ad- 
vantages of  association  with  university  students.    Tuition  Free. 


